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The Letter 


By Keshar Man Tamrakar 
Translated by Nilisha Tuladhar 


Suman was somehow late than other days today. His 
sister Timila, who had been worried, breathed a sigh of relief 
as she heard Suman’s voice. Timila forgot to ask him why he 
had been late as she went to the kitchen to make a cup of tea 
for him. Suman went into his room. He laid down on the bed. 
He seemed tired. He closed his eyes. Was he tired due to the 
load of work today or was there any problem? Only he knew. 

Timila came to the room with a cup of tea. He woke 
up from the bed and sat there as he heard Timila come in. 
Timila placed the tea cup in Suman’s hand. 

- ‘Brother, why were you late from work today?’ Timila 
asked. Suman just nodded his head. He did not allow the 
answer to his sister’s question come to his lips. 

- ‘Brother, do you want to eat anything? I have 
prepared the rotis. Will you have dinner?’ 

Suman sipped the tea with taste. Timila suddenly 
remembered. The postman had dropped a letter for Suman in 
the afternoon. 

- ‘There is a letter for you. It’s upstairs. I’ll bring it,’ 
Timila said as she left the room. 

It had been a long time since Suman had received any 
letters. Where did it come from? He could not figure out. He 
thought again as he sipped tea. Was it a letter for an interview, 
from the office where he had sent a job application a few 
days ago? He asked himself. It would be great if he got a job 
there. Lots of people had applied there. If so, good. I must 
give a proper interview. Suman smiled to himself. Timila, 
who had entered the room with a letter felt weird as she saw 
a smile on her brother’s face. She gave the envelope to Suman. 
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He took the envelope and looked at it carefully. Yes, the letter 
was in Suman’s name. The letter was not from Nepal, it was 
from abroad. Who could have sent him a letter from abroad? 
When he looked at the left side of the envelope, he realized 
that Sila had sent him the letter. Sila was Suman’s best friend 
in college. She appeared in Suman’s dream the previous night 
and said something. Today, Suman received her letter. Suman 
was astounded. 

- ‘Brother, come up after you read the letter. I will 
prepare the dinner.’ Timila went upstairs. Suman opened the 
envelope. He read to himself. 

Dear Suman, 

I don’t know where I should start this letter from. As I 
only used English after I came abroad, I feel a bit difficult 
writing in my own language. But as soon as I held the pen, I 
hadn’t imagined that I could write fluently in my mother 
tounge. After all, we are humans. Even though we live in a 
distant country not reachable from our country, the language 
we spoke and the letters we wrote during childhood will never 
be forgotten. That is why I am writing this letter in my language 
today. Far means America. You must have already known from 
whence this letter has arrived as soon as from as you looked 
at it. 

Are you reading the letter? Again, you would say that 
this person is not mine and had left me and torn the letter into 
small pieces and thrown them into the dustbin. Wait-a-while, 
don’t do that. Even if you have to do that, read the letter 
completely first. I request you. 

Iam about to tell you my story, without being ashamed 
even a bit. I was a very shy girl in the past. I was scared to 
look into the eyes of a person while speaking. I was timid. If 
I had to speak to boys, I wouldn’t look at their faces, rather 
my habit was to hang down my head while talking. Looking 
at my behaviors’, a close friend of mine- you must know her- 
Mandira Shakya, she once mocked me and said, ‘Sila, I am 
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scared to see you this timid. When you’ll get married, you 
might run back to your parents’ house by being shy from your 
husband.’ When I remember this, I still get chills in my body. 
That was something from the past. That means it was when I 
was studying in school, before I appeared for the S.L.C. One 
more thing, I don’t know whether it is because I studied in a 
girls’ school. When I went from school to college, there were 
not only girls but also boys in the learning place. There was 
no much change in my shyness as I stepped into college. After 
a month, there was a change in my shyness. Because my 
friends became friends with boys. When I went with them, I 
was habituated to talk to boys. After I got the habit to talk to 
boys, my heart was in some ways attracted to boys. I found 
that the boys I saw were handsome. But the most handsome 
and the one who stole my heart was you- Suman. The 
communion between I and you increased day by day. My heart 
unconsciously pulled me. I know, your heart must have pulled 
you in the same way. However, we couldn’t speak out- that I 
liked you. In English I love you. You knew, I loved you very 
much. I knew, you loved me more than yourself. In this way, 
we remained silent for years even though we loved each other. 
You have the answer to my question, I have it too. We couldn’t 
be the two wheels of a chariot. Not only once or twice, but 
eight or ten times I blinked my eyes at you. I showed my 
expression through heart’s language. I don’t know if you 
pretended not to understand. You did not come straight. I had 
thought then- men are the ones who walk forward. Not the 
once who step backwards. But you were neutral. I was also 
scared to step forward. The result of this- we got separated 
even after being attached like the skin and nails. Moreover, 
the continent became different. I mean I married out of 
compulsion and not by will with a husband who was educated 
but not financially wealthy. The educational qualification of 
my man led him to that country where educated people are 
appreciated. Respected. There were facilities. The place I lived 
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was changed after my marriage. From Nepal to America. In 
recommendation of the famous professor Dr. Watson, the 
Northwestern University in America provided my husband 
Milan with 5000 dollars a year as scholarship for his post- 
graduation. Both of us were happy. I was happy in every aspect 
with Milan. But sometimes, my heart pinned for you, who 
had not answered my question and could not make me his. 
This was natural. First love is always remembered. The 
memory pricks you, whichever place you stay, whichever 
country you go. This is the universal truth. 

I think I have written a lot. Ihave seriously expressed 
my heart’s feelings. Maybe you didn’t remember me for a 
while, otherwise you must have written to me. Without me 
knowing. Maybe you hid pages full of your heart under the 
pillow. In fact you are a writer too. I have seen your articles 
raised voices against troubles and suffering. I still remember 
clapping out of happiness when you won after writing an 
article during college. I will add some more related write- 
ups. Recently, I talked about you when two writers came here 
to attend a literature conference. They told me about how your 
writing was struggling due to lack of work. Then, I felt very 
happy from the bottom of my heart when I heard that you 
found work. 

You aren’t tired while reading my letter, are you? Milan 
is busy in a seminar today. I could write with an open heart 
because he has gone to another state. I thought of writing an 
email a couple of days ago. I searched for your e-mail address 
through Facebook too. I was scared to write an e-mail. I didn’t 
write. I didn’t even have the courage to send you a friend 
request on Facebook. Instead I gathered up courage to write a 
letter to you to the address your friend had provided. 

I have everything here. Milan, who loves me a lot, is 
here with me. I have a modernized apartment to live. We have 
acar each. I don’t have to tell about Milan; I have also started 
a new work here in a finance company. Even after having 


Inspiration / 125 


everything, there is something in this world which make a 
person hungry sometimes. Humans have one or the other 
sadness in life. They are incomplete without something. What 
is incomplete- let me tell. After marriage, every man and 
woman would want to hear their children’s voices. In fact, 
women more than men would wish to highlight their 
motherhood. They would want to roam around by holding 
their children’s hand with their family. You must have 
understood something about what I am going to say. My child 
has not come to live in my house. There are lots of childless 
couples. There are many who have become mothers without 
having a husband. And there are many who have become 
fathers without having a wife. But we are not those types of 
people. We are that couple who wants to make a happy family. 
We did a lot of tests. We even tried a lot for a child. However 
much test we did, the results pointed that we had no faults in 
us. Ultimately, a result came last week. According to the test 
of the new spernatogy defect, Milan’s sperm is not able to 
fertilize the egg during the process of conceiving. There has 
been no remedy found for this yet. And the test proved that 
this deficiency occurred in one in a ten thousand men. This 
means, Milan will never be able to become a father. After 
hearing this, both of us became agitated. We could not sleep. 
There was no taste in food. It was uncomfortable however we 
stay. I cried for three to four days. But nothing will happen 
even if I cry. We discussed. What should we do now? What if 
we adopt a child? This process is not only acceptable here 
but also in Nepal. I know. We didn’t like this either. Not only 
for me, even Milan didn’t want somebody else’s child, but a 
child who would be born from my body. Milan’s proposal is 
not bad. Now-a-days, it happens from rich countries to poor 
countries. Those who do not have the quality to become a 
mother are becoming mothers. Those who aren’t being able 
to become fathers are becoming fathers. In fact, a woman 
who wants to become a mother goes to sleep with an unknown 
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man for a night. Similarly, those men who want to become 
fathers go to sleep with other women. The other women 
develops the man’s child until in her body. They fulfil their 
wish of becoming a mother or father in this way. Milan gave 
me a similar suggestion. You must be scared after reading our 
thought. Your face must be red. No, I am not going to sleep 
with the Americans here. 

People’s thoughts change as time pass. With change, 
people try to introduce new technology. Science invents new 
things, for people’s need and comfort. That is why, we are 
about to choose, not the new, it has already been old, the Test 
Tube Baby technology. Now you must have understood. You 
must have thought that we choose the right path. We thought 
that we would conduct it here itself, but it is very expensive 
here. Not only expensive, there is another thing. Milan said 
that of we conduct it here, the child would either look like an 
American or a Black. Milan didn’t like this. Even I didn’t 
like it. That’s why we decided to come to Nepal to conduct 
this. I am about to call or write an e-mail to some doctor in 
Nepal. I have thought of fulfilling the wish of becoming a 
mother and Milan becoming a father soon after coming to 
Nepal this year. I heard that a sperm bank has opened in Nepal 
too. Milan consulted with the doctor and decided to take help 
from a good sperm. | agreed. 

This letter is getting long, isn’t it? Let me ask again, 
are you bored as you read this letter? I am firstly telling the 
thoughts that have erupted in my heart to you because I 
consider you as a close person. Let me add some more 
thoughts. The Test Tube Baby technology is bringing a change 
to the lives of couples. It is bringing happiness. We will also 
become happy, our lives will get brighter, and there will be 
new energy. We will be able to hear a child’s voice in our 
house. That child will be a child of a Nepali. That child will 
have my nose, eyes, voice and lips. But I do not want the 
child to have some unknown person’s nose, eyes, voice and 
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cheeks. That’s why I am writing this letter in a longer way. I 
will tell you without being shy- this will be between you and 
me. I want to see your cute nose and eyes in the child I give 
birth to. By saying so, I am not trying to betray Milan’s 
humbleness. What I thought was- instead of having somebody 
else’s sperm in my body, what if the person in my heart come 
to my body so that I can cherish our incomplete love. I will 
keep this a secret. You will support me to bring out our 
incomplete love. I am in peace. 

From far away Sila 

The letter ended. Suman’s body sweated. He trembled 
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